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thoughts 
my thoughts go drifting 


in my void screen 
eon after eon 


i pick up fancies 
clowns a fear of water, 
giggles unsaved trees 


until suddenly fed up 
ishout get out! 
Get out of here 


every man Jack of you 
give me some peace! 
still daydreaming 


And my thoughts just thumb 
their noses goon 
drifting 


doves dolphins donkeys 
till the right voice 
speaks 


gardening 


I need good soil 
my muscles groan 
cut this off here 
shove this in there 


the sky is white 
it's hot then cold 
my nails are black 
must hurry bulbs in 
before frost 


oh what a joy 
to feel sky melt 

first shoots then daffodils 
to fill the house! 


all this needs weeding 
watering my stiff limbs ache 
some soil is hard 


great sun rain trees 
wet warm protect 
my shoots and I! 
it is all yoga 


pruning sunning watering 
my weeds and flowers 
gardening to meditate 

and meditating so white blooms 


will grow inside 


The Prince 
poor Prince born into a 
stiff royal house 
part weakling? new age 
with true golden 
queen 


afraid perhaps to love 
that sturdy force its guards 
listening 


you somehow inhabit 
my realm I know you 
great grounds guards fine stallions 
and dread 


come to my house 
I'll give you cocoa or white tea 
pictures of China 
a dog to stroke I'll 


treat you as you 
there will be no reporters 
only us 
musing on fate 


on our two royalties of 
wealth and liberty 
mine better 
for love 


ostriches 
my father had a joke: 
an ostrich went where other ostriches 
stood their heads buried 
in the sand and said 
where is everybody? 


that's how Iam 
thinking that looking down 
I'll disappear 


but neighbours peer 
into November grayness and 
see me 
one says my dog goes 
on her lawn (not true!) 
another nothing 


I duck into the woods 
not to be seen an alien 
in cloth and skin 
who can't see 
they're all God 


War 


and i said and you said and we 
traced it back to those old raw 
untouchables unsayables 


God within but difficult 
outside confusing our sores 
and claws with self 
raw touchy moved 
by winds dusk stubbed toes 
repeated anecdotes 


hearing shocked of torture 
war shot travellers 
calmed by contrast we 
enjoy our suburbs cry 
for pity and decry 
arms sales and jails 


learning we must find dissolve 
our own cellar inmates 
our dark blood 
to make a clearing where anyone 
could enter fearless 
before those victim's cries 
can cease! 


yoga 


reading poetry I've realised living 
moment by moment 
is a poem we write 
throwing out wrong 
inner sentences _ trying 
to flow moving by ear letting 
the right movement come 
from a centre we 
don't see 
but really are 


reunion 
we saw our old city 
its new tall towers 
the boat we'd sailed 
only the hull left, grey now - 
is it the same boat? 


we said, looking at 
each other, so oddly 
different, the same a middle- 
aged version you said 


and then our views 
-more Tory our gathered trails 
through labyrinths 
of roads wine parties work 
scars cures 


are we the same? wondering 
you clutch at air as if 
to catch some old thing 
but we recall it 
differently 


as the light shifts 
as shishing hedges bury 
histories the ground like 
us pretending 
to be solid! 


tv night 


Robin Hood still fights 
for justice against 
clear enemies pitiless relief 
from grey-mixed moods 
we root for Robin 


wild animals hunt big 
eating small we're glad 
to be in houses to read books 
or dancers leap 
in soul-body-conscious light 
winning against gravity and we're glad 
they can 


detectives vigilant in belted 
coats prowl alleys 
we don't know if the blond beauty 
loves him or pretends to panting, 
we're avid for that woman 
to be innocent like us 
for the crime's 
solution 


all the released loincalls 
flashy sequins jazzy croons 
or classics we get austere, 
real pointed 
or zany funny 
or on a livewire - 
or we learn of stars 
or deserts 
or there's a magic fairytale 
like us inside 


and the rock stars twisted in 


weird tensions gutsounds 
from some astral plane 
and love wins 
or doesn't 
and we hope it does 


and it goes on and on 
it never ends 
like all the infinite strange faces 
of creation 
i even know i'm God and 
turn it off! 


November 
damp-cold short dark-gray 
days light gleaming subtly 
in low skies grey-brown fronts of 
locked houses a few squirrels 
no one is out 


the rooms poured out their lives 
to distant offices 
anything coloured or aware 
has left for work 
people have moved quickly over 
dying ground to their 
steel cars 


i walk as usual the one character 
in this bleak backdrop 
the others behind walls 
looking in washroom mirrors 
repeating lines 
meeting eyes and deadlines 
as puddles freeze 
to crystals 


revisiting McGill 


new high buildings sculpted glass 
look fine but wait 
this was our village here 
we styled ourselves bohemian 
with cheap red wine and 
endless arguments and 
music 


there were no high buildings 
there was the campus 

greasy spoon and ‘village’ and 

some old low buildings hum 
of cars 

and the students didn't look 
like this 
somehow 


i wonder 
what it is 


is it women no longer cramming 
for good marriages but for 
the challenge 
is it the bigness 
new huge square buildings? 


i remember learned men 
with British accents greek and 
latin robes 
renaissance ideals one could 
learn everything 


not specialists but now 
they still argue for 
Forming the Whole Person 
and they smile rush 
the same 


well, [say my work's 

elsewhere but I hope 

that their Whole Person 
wins! 


fear 


it’s this case we're in 
not noticing we can look out 
atit are init 
like a cloak 


afraid it's looked at isn‘t 
it will break or smell 
growling at bumps _ rejection 


yet knowing we're not really 
seen, have secret 
entries livewires 


grasping judging others' 
boxes: frown like smile lie 
shoot at decorate 


flee rob catch rub want fear 
box to box seeking 
common chords 


to open them to find 
we are so tender knowing one 
within! 


seeds 


seeds sotiny codes 
decode unfurl 
to thick wide leaves 
sperm forming animals, 
at mating sown seeds 


explode to maples 
shouting autumn red dog 
licks and howls _ to us - 
our fears mosaics bridges quarrels 
wind-string quartettes 


such tiny nuclei 
crack into mass spire loin 
explosions 


seeds doze prepare 
inus_ spread to dream forests 
wait for Guru rain 
and we 
are seeds 


rain 


ah - hope for my flowers 
deepening grass to 
spongey moss 
but walking’s poor 
always plus-minus - justice 


cosy indoors 
with tea and book 
flood gulping others 
agony of drowning while 
some pant in drought 


a balance overall 
someone hated holds 
her hot face to fresh rain 
someone carries, drop by drop 
moisture to dry sprouts 


can we suck floods 

to deserts make the world 
a garden, return to 
self's real spring? 


stars 


huge hot stars 
white-gold globes of gas & fire 
surround lean over us 
hold us in orbit like 
godmothers we sleep 
talk mutter move in this 
wide canopy of giant 
balls, darkened force-light 
joy's compressed pulse 


huge whirling suns 
hot bright convex in 
cold black concave void 
on our tiny earthship we 
don't notice, chatting dreaming 
in our size, closed rooms and 
sky 


they stand back let 
us play work cry but 
hold our strings 


here our perfect, tiny bugs 
tickle our flesh, fine 
at a distance - or call pores, hairs 
perfect - how huge 
my head squealing on highways 
our giant ships loading 
grain toys bombs as 
we fuss at dandruff flies 


on our little galaxy 
our tiny sun so huge this close 


even from far it 
feeds burns warms us_ out 
so far yet one wink 
ends us 


we feel safe sure that the orbits 
hold like on a highway 
where they follow rules 
those fast steel capsules 


those huge hot billions 


never tottering 
held by one Eye! 


contrast 


iremember once in Church 


moved by tall spire music suggesting 


some ineffable deep 
inner music 
subtle stained-glass glow 
the message of love's 
sacrifice and truth 


the lady in front of me 
patted her hair. 

It was disgusting that pat 

shouting down the still 
deep call 
like a bazaar or ad 
everything I'd come from 
all that jazzing blaring glittering 

consuming and uncaring 


world 


I didn't think of how she may have 
concentrated rapt 
till that moment 
or that if I had been engrossed enough 
I wouldn't have noticed 
or that Jesus said 
i should love her 
or that it was a balance 
to that high austere pure love 
that patient calm 
in an eternal play in which 
the world will balance 
or cave in... 


funny how i 
never forgot it 


private worlds 


the drip drip drip of ice 
dark day a passing car 
grey sky and trunks 
a cat prowls by 


I walk as usual thinking 
in my private skull 
an absent friend a sister's 
broken knee 


I pass a party 
where guests wait to spring 
with a rejoinder how many cheeses 
canitake is this 
dress right laughing melting 
in drinks and talk 


a sort of ecstacy 
of human voices eyes 
after long solitude 

i walk by slowly 


somewhere else a friend in Israel 
fearful of Arabs 
a friend in Estonia 
angry at Soviets with no 
bananas for his child 


under one sun and rain same voices 
solitudes shared silent 
angels feuds rejections cravings 
neighbours memories 
each hiding secret scenes, 
scars latent springs 


so many ways to 
to see to be though 
some more true 


people at the party laugh 
put onarecord dance 
some too unnoticed some too 
listened to 
reaching out from private worlds 
to share one room 


sky darkens chills 
ifeela lift a gladness 
from their human sounds 
on this dark day that we 
are one 
behind our faces 


a letter for archives 


maybe you'll get this letter 
in a hundred years 
will you find the spelling odd? 
i hope so 
ay hoop soo 
maybe you've seen our reams of 


documents books articles films videos 
poems magazines - and wonder why 


we talked so much when 
you don't 


you'll learn of highway crashes fumes 
glad of your tree-lined boulevards 
clean public cars 
you'll learn of operations drugs 
glad of your healing energies 
deep breathing movement lazers 
you'll read of prisons torture 
glad that global armies have 
outlawed dictators 


spacetrips to all planets 
temples to all faiths all streams of 
one universal one 

playing with dolphins bears whales 
deer in the parks the woods 
people good at leaping loving 
climbing creating thinking 

making friends 


you'll learn what we added 
how our steps - theories machines 
helped our questions gave 
you certainties 


our inspirations cosmic search - 
you'll say you stand on 
giants' shoulders 


still cutting toenails using scent 
with odd new styles maybe 
nice loose pyjama suits 
working with light instruments 
your passions quieter controlled 
loving where loved not suffering 
when not 
sharing chores breaths landscapes 
children pets cars lawns minutes 
drunk without drink or drugs 
on being meditation in 
a Self-turning age 


with empathy for all pity for 
our victims yet 
laughing at death a change 
of skins 


animals not sacrificed 
for greed beauty disease 
trees protected deep green cities 
soil not poisoned 
birds, animals not caged 
each person needed 
in Community 


will you know when to stop 
changing? is that never? 
or will you fight hate booze pollute 
desert your children make wose hells 
with your advanced machines 


than we? 


idream of you i long 
for you green clean 
your minds wide clear free within 
slim mobile bodies 
with light clean technologies 
compassionate your powers 
tapped your demons chased from dreams 


awakened listening! 


Maybe i'll be reborn then find this 
in an archive try to picture living 
so long ago 
as now 


shadow 


shadow at each step 
changing form 
dissolves in light 


we act out body's 
secrets gathering dark 
shedding near sun 


moves of intention, 
from inner fire shown by 
our blood our breath 


our daydreams as solid 
against light 
as shadows 


we 


part of one sea of 
being breathing seeing 
motions of stillness 


our bridges words 
outer ripples 
of sap's knowing 


* 


voices 


voice of waves gull shrieks 
fish leaps 
voice of embryoes 
within the skull 
nerves' plasma 


voice of wheat clouds 
carried by air 

word become herd _ bird 
word become word 


* 


chance? 


this by chance? such order 
buds to blooms to 
freezing snow 
to buds again 


had to be conscious 
embryo to body perfect 
heartbeats bloodflow 


network of brain 
here's the cause _ they say 
gazing at samples sections where 


persons don't show 
watched by invisible 
laughter tears 


genius by chance? 
that ordered gathering light gaps 
of inspiration? 


they'll burn their graphs 
one day 
for knowing 


between 


between the notes 
stillness suspension of all 

we think we are 

and the normal act 


wide dawn gaze of 
first fresh flowers 
a grace of tact 
simple glad 


the breath grown fine 
setting forks on tables 
brushing a dog the usual things 
marvellous 


dawn is each hour 
thoughts cells burst squirm die 
in light stillness, 
now 


there are no minutes only 
breaths in void being 
born & dying like eons, 
days like sighs 


maybe we should ask only to 
stop looking back and 
forward melt dreams' 
tears and fears 
in now 


* 


dissolution 


desire seeks its own death 
slain at satiation 


the apple's taste consumed 
as it's enjoyed 


the sun sinking milliseconds 
after its peak 


spring, winter's death 
consumed by summer 


we're dying Caesar hail 
salut our cells hold death 


life fights we die 
each night 


our wakening dissolves 
our dreams 


the sea 


so old old always one sea 
each wave new 
from that one store 
never quite the same 
nor different 


mater matter mére 
scream of birthing 
roar of protecting 
purr of safety 
cry of abandonment 


sky to rivers 
rivers to sea 
blood pumped to arteries 
and back 


like we erupting fancies, 
then dozing still 
never quite the same 
nor different our waves 
rising dying 


night 


hugging our shades 
false smiles raw quarrels 
dovish peace we prepare 
for night 


I must ward off 
my cosy sheep performing 
monkey scorpion 


ground's inertia 

under the gaze 

of pitying angels 
naked holding to my 


pier and sighs but 
hoping quieting to 
hold their strings 
of fire 


in the wood plants 
in the wood the light 


bends ascends plants feed on roots 
in the suspension in the wet dark 
pale green veils growing by light 
and feedus grow 
we crunch dry leaves our brains philosophies 
exclaim are mute which rub combine 
among stark twigs to make discover 
and quick bird twitters worlds 
suddenly found in our grow cells in us for 
wood element seeing grow the passions' 
our feet's dumb root-dark blood 
fixity of wood yet seek in secret 
silent light 
our rising sap —_ bursting grow us to seek 
to twitter song inwardly 
to wide void, 
light moved by seeing source 


of the plant's moisture 
passions' dark - 
the light 


the hawk 
he's so free we said 
shading our eyes with our hands against 
the mighty sun he rode 
look at the power 
of those wings 


but still bound as we 

to hunger muscle sun 

heavy animal fed by 
his violence 


not like the Guru who 
born human. trained by stillness 
and philosophy 
leapt up the hill 
giving us a hand 
laughing 


magic city 


we go sometimes 

to the magic city 
sculpted height light towers 

and debris mess 

humans anonymous 


forget the river winds 

ships passing honking 
world ending at 

horizon beyond that 
unknown lives 


someone has died gone over 
such a line 
the body burned or sunk 
the mind still hovering 
within the rain 


hearing us. In the blind city 
we bury pain 
inrooms talk total statements of 
here now the newest cut and 
memories of crime 
I don't cry 


knowing my river flows 
deep hidden dark 
where the dead live 
where the city's shrouds 
are torn away 


ego and me 


i thought ego and me 
were congenial company 
could fill the house 
and still have friends 

and if any heart 
could tear them apart 
there was always a pain 

to mend them again 


but a friend sent me a card 
with a sad face saying: 
Ego - Beware 
and I was afraid she thought me 
loveless hard 


I know the heart knows 
all ego does 
and like a sea waits 
for the waves to cease 
so ego may drown 
in it's vast spaces 
and self may embrace 
her squirming seed 


my ego quarrels 
claiming lands 
but it's the land 
i paint and enter the faces, 
clothes i wear 


i get lonely because all 
those millions out there 
seem to be other seem 
not to know me, their 
mitror's image 


the other 


you are other a body 
which walks in rooms bumps 
into totems you are a street 
we shared the seeing 
of shared parks and tables fixed in 
your net of things 
as you were last time 
what you said away 
of seeing me an image 
memory 


I'm self i change each second 

learn suffer ama stream 

of memories expectancies 

awill amillion scenes too complex 

to tell you of encounters 

casting glow and shade 
the constant film you catch 

quick scenes of 


but if i love you you too 
suffer change you are 
self too each move 
is personal you're an I too 
you are always in 
my room your absence 
isapresence and we see 
each other 


but if this ends you're put 
back in your frame and box 
remote unreal you 
gesture tell the news 
ismiling dozing 


an unseen hand 

holds me 

eyes everywhere 
see me 

iam told it is 

my hand my eyes 

but cannot feel 
it's I 


voices speak in 
brooks and footsteps 
that seeing too 


I'm God i'm dust 
i'm battling beasts 
and shady looks 
heroic dull I'm 
freedom jail, 
walls covered with 


cave drawings ads graffiti 


with a hole 
for sun 


which spins its code 
from sight 


The Pool - poems from Fred 


l.music 


it takes many notes 
to make a symphony 


sounds weave their patterns like 


unfurling from a code 
invisible some 
hidden hearing 
matrix ma 
the true maker 
listening 


the notes - you - 1 - 
are just parts 
the one exudes 
all dancing the one 
Shiva dance: 
notes patterns we 


true notes spring 
from the source tap 
the eternal code 


2.diamonds 


only all-seeing knows 
which carbon will become 
a diamond 
which duckling 
the swan 
by star showering 
and sweat 
love friction 


invisible eon after eon 
carbon lightens hardens 
and we grow 
wings and petals 
secretly in pain in the 
dark blood - 
coal burning 


3.the fiancée 
engaged channelled 
she shields her growing 
life-force 
given for new seed 
she guards it carefully 
smiling secretly 
her eyes lowered 
though you would please, draw her away 
drawn by that same 
primal energy 


4 pain 5.monologue 


i do not say all those years you knew me 
give me your pain i spoke to him 
i cannot hold it, not being thinking we touched 
Guru large I had so much 
i want to say go melt to say 
your pain 
i know its taste i wrote and wrote 
Find Guru fight the years passed 
in chores and the soft secret i discovered 
glow of streetlights inside worlds 
mindwomb hands touching 
watching birds - 1 feel that and finally he wrote 
Being holds your pain he saw no point 
like a flower, gently in trying to meet 
not to crush it, through words 
waiting 


and you who had 

listened shared 
answered in his stead 

cried with me 


6.watching a gull 


watching the heavy gull 
stringy greasy bound 
to kill to eat 
soar easily 
above strong waves 
I know that I also 
can fly 


7s 
enduring 


hearing our raucous 
gut-music hard visceral 
or the sentimental slurp 
our teens lusted to i found 
Beethoven's clean strong 
mysteries and longed 
for a past age 
But suddenly 
the strains of Shostokovich, 
brilliant wild tapped 
that same pool 


still master notes 
of hidden music in us 
keep us clean afloat upon 
our poisoned deluged earth 
surviving violence - 
they will endure be called 
our age 


* 


8.This age 


loud loin rock rhythms 

shouting ads and neon 
the cold clean inhuman feel 

of the machine 
the miles of asphalt rushing cars 
killing anything that lives 
the voices muted 

for taste friendhip guilt 


razed forests the tortured 
dissidents and poor and 
animals but 


honesty awareness know-how 
growing 


and all the while a mighty 
tiny flower blooms in the rocks 
in asphalt cracks 


it will grow and grow 
and break the street 
it will spread its scents 
over the debris after 
now's holocaust 


9. letters 


lovers' letters hidden 
for his wife would call 
their truth untrue yet he's 
her true husband 


hidden not to hurt 
for love is attention 
faces one way 


yet we also face 
truly totally 


other ways 


it's hard to say 


when you're my friend my helper my 


sharer of decades lover 


why words of longing 
burn through these secret 


pages 


parts of me 
i'd dropped 
but couples walk eternally 


in their closed rooms, 
buried by life's earth and 
gestures but alive 


* 


fairy tale 
i remember the fresh scent 


of childhood's earth clean flow 


of rivers as we read about 


the wondrous Prince and Princess 


golden pure 


we rooted for them 
heroic beautiful 


they were our sculpted airborne 


selves dreams more real 
than cars and lessons 


the archetypal Prince 
the force of beauty peace 
who slays our dragons 
shields the human 


the Princess bright 
for his delight kind to 
guide his will 
the ogres haunting woods 
to slay and devastate 


we're the fort 
threatened and protected 
by our inner ogres princes 
from time's beginning 
to time's end 


grace needs to marry 
force to make 
a magic enclave - 
learning arts peace 


the pool 


once i discovered 
in a tourquoise swimming pool 
eternal figures 
as in a teacup 
projected from the fount 
of mysteries we hold 
above beneath our minds 


the pool holds everything 
our monster images 
our eyes of love 
our twisted claw and light 
Its denizens emerge into 
our busy rooms yards offices 
silently prodding us 
to act dream speak 


the house 
i live in a house 
of skin blood tissue bone 
it shows my years - now more 
now less 
like a trees' rings 
my tensions hopes 
but hides the stories 
i have made 
a million rooms each with its 
mirror window ceiling 
high or low 


when I go I'll take my 
stories with me leave just 
the cells that go with 
soil and dung 
carrying my secrets into 
other rooms 


and there we'll meet 
and exchange memories 
from mouthless mouths 
and eyeless eyes 
and plot new stories for new 
tissues cells 
to house old dreams 


once 


once our people of all nations 
knew powers vibrations 
set in stones and wood 
used mighty runes 


knew what the sea meant 
read lava pools 
ashes and stars 
and the lines of hands 


we can learn again 
find lines of force 
within our dreams our palms 
turning within driven 


by ancient rediscovered truths 
light-longing dread 
to tap our suns and prophecies 
to unity 


the moon 
the moon seems to rush 
behind the clouds and out 
into the blue-black void again 
but it's the clouds that move 


I think, if i can watch it 
refusing to be fooled 
by clouds I'll find 

myself 


* 


Sun-self 


i know I'm naked 
faceless without 
sharp coral waves 
inside my house 
of brain and bone 
sun without planets 
cloudless sky 
dreamless but 


how waves. clouds 
confuse 
turn over ships 
guided by stars 


to a friend 
i wonder if we'll touch 
with words it's been so long 


our teenage wonders thick with lust 


now dust thousands of years 


or minutes Once we felt the same 
or argued about poems clothes our love 


then parted moulded us 
to others' lives 


we know we are still that 
beneath brittle webbed surfaces, 
avid collections don't need 
to exclaim explain 
though dyed and lined 


we know our old need our truth 
now worded clothed 
how hard the routes to 
growing how bad habits 
cling how love's fire 
smoulders renews 


unfolding 


from brief beep 
the universe unfurling 
by its hidden codes 
into vast oceams detailed forms 
from unblinking sight 
before eyes came 


we once plunged into 
that sea as seed before 
embryoes expanded formed 
to limbs fight hunger 
beasts cave men clowns 
in our unfolding 
dream 


The dry man 
i knew a dry man 


saw ocean currents fish luminous 


in swells 
beneath the shell 
and loved him well 


I'm a dry man he said 
don't enter here 
this is a dry room 
knowing the currents swells 
drown probing women or 
the pleasant dust 


but I cried and plunged 
and found inside 
we were two images 
of one lost groom-bride 


we could have entered there 
had I not shared 
your fear and shown 
its disguise 


the room 
the room was closed 
icould not enter or you 
could not exit I kept pounding 
pushing pulling 
sighing crying 
but the door held hard 


there was acorridor long dark 
lined with our old skins skulls 
i kept on pacing it 
up down looking for 
windows keys I thought 
you cried inside 


we'll meet again somewhere 
without a corridor 
i feel your laughter 
and a gentle patience 
without lassitude 


clown 


sad from giving out 
your joy hiding 
your moon's dark side which can't 
forever hide 


tossing out your pennies 
candies balls 
to children among popcorn 
and balloons and mad whipped 
animals saying 
the fun's for show 
the show's for fun 


inside the bulbous nose 
the hidden cry 
the real giver 
tossing suns 


mansions and slums 


some stone mansions on the hill 

with taste and mellow charm or 
rawly loud and new 

hold prayers for profit thoughts of slums 

if this deal fails 

worries about hems the silver 

lost games of basketball 
disgraced sons bad weather 
lonely inmates shy bereaved 
some cheerful feeling arrived 


some slumdwellers down by 
the tracks with washing on wires frozen 
over snow dream of stone mansions 
if this scheme comes through 
worry about bills fatigue 
sons out of work 
plant accidents 


dreams interweave 
those great houses where they wander 
in and out of thick-rugged rooms 
with cocktails gowns gossip 
of shady deals 
while they work down there who live 
in shacks by the tracks 
never quite warm 
talking of crooks - 
caught uncaught 


both full of 
mansions slums 
clowns underwater caves 
and groves 
their cries at night 


sound similar 


money can bring joy 
awhile by contrast or to clothe 
a cause 
i want to say: take care 
of your dreams 
let the cards fall! 


seasons'mysteries 


four seasons and 
each three 
early middle late that makes 
twelve seasons 


that occult twelve disciples 
planets the holy turning of twelve 
globes around 
the ancient sun 


realms of being known 
on sacred calendars 


and seven three plus four 
the week creation 
and our inner stages 
animal to soul 


and we work 
until the seventh day, 
rest for transcendance 
and we say 


Isowed something for good 
for ill in my life's 
seven seasons newborn infant ... 
middle old 


from seed to sprout to 
flower's peak to 
blank fatigue of 
fallen snow 


until new seed 


peaking at noon defying 
dissolution hiding in dim dawn, 
hushed dusk 


and seven hours of 
dream-breeding night 


bird and fence 


near the white crucifix 
the bird swoops down 
sits on the fence 
the wood is firm enough 
to give it rest 


then the bird goes on 

its way stronger 
and 1 think it was a bird 

who lit upon the cross 
its wings not tied 

though lashed to wood 
stuck in the ground 

and pierced with fear 


so we were firmer stronger 
and as it stretched and flew 
from the hard wood 
we felt tiny wing embryoes 
upon our arms 


